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On reaching the solitude of her room she
locked herself in; then, falling upon her knees
beside the bed, she hid her face and trembled
and sobbed. It had corne upon her over-
whelmingly that all the rest of her life must
drag on in this dreary fashion; ten years
perhaps, or twenty, even thirty, of bondage to
a man whose very presence had become
repugnant to her, and whose demonstrations
of affection now aroused in her a feeling of
angry resentment close akin to loathing.

With trembling fingers she felt beneath her
dress for Mad Elspeth's amulet which, safely
hidden, was her defence and comfort; and as
she grasped it, she thanked Heaven she was at
least spared the pain and irony of giving heirs to
the ill-fated husband whom she could never love.

She dried her tears and then went over to
the mirror; but it brought her little comfort.
With her eyelids swollen from weeping, her
face pale and sullen, and her brow furrowed
with the unaccustomed pain which throbbed
and burned behind it, she no longer seemed
beautiful.

As she looked dismayed on her own reflec-
tion, shorn thus of its grace and brilliance, she
was assailed by the same sickening faintness
which had come upon her as she sat with
Ludovick at dinner.

She struggled to the window, flung it open
to the chilly air, and gazed towards the
Roman camp.